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Stone had just woken up from an afternoon nap when his phone rang. He was not a nap time kind of guy but 
last night had been long and the hang-over had been bad. Four hours of sleep didn't cut it so the extra two of 
nap had been badly needed. 


At this point, he was ready for a lazy Sunday late afternoon and fixing himself lunch or dinner or whatever it 


was called when you eat it at five o'clock. 


The phone rang again. He was half tempted to let the call go to the answering machine. Eventually he relented 
and picked up after it rang for the fourth time. 


"Stone's speaking." 


"Hello, gorgeous party animal of my dreams..." 


Stone cringed at Jerry's usual goofiness. 

"What kind of nickname is that even?" 

"Heard you've had a pretty fun time last night apparently." 

"Who?" 

"Spoke to Mike earlier. He said you tried to dance on a table." 

Stone facepalmed. Note for later: kill Mike. Note number two for later: never drink again. 
"He was drunk out of his mind. It was Eddie on the table." 


No, it wasn't, but Jerry wouldn't know and if Eddie heard Stone had said that, he wouldn't care. Eddie was a 
good guy. 


"Anyway, too bad | missed all that boozy fun" 

"You're still out of town?" 

"Yes, probably for another three days. That's why am calling” 
Stone felt like he knew what Jerry wanted to ask 

"Right. So, what time does your plane land?" 


"| don't need a ride, Stoney. But now you mentioned it, it should be an evening flight but | will confirm later. No, 


| need to ask a real favor." 

Stone snorted. 

"Is it gonna land me in trouble or cost me money?" 

Jerry paused before replying, just for effect and imagining Stone getting worried. Worried Stone was adorable. 
“This time... No." 

"Shoot" 


"Okay, so you know Layne hurt his wrist and he can't do much and Sean was supposed to pass by and check on 
him this weekend but he's sick with a stomach bug or something since yesterday so anyway, could you stop 


by his place and check on him?" 

Stone frowned. Maybe it was the aftermath of the hangover but he was not sure who Jerry meant. 
"Check on Sean or Layne?" 

"Layne. Sean's in bed the whole day or in the bathroom puking. You can check on him too but | wouldn't." 
"No, thanks. Layne, right." 


Jerry gave Stone's Layne's address, although he probably had it but just to make sure. Stone remembered 


having gone to the singer's place a few times but it was a while ago. 
Jerry continued, 


"Just to check if he needs anything, you know? He goes out to get food or stuff but in the apartment, there 
are things he cannot do. He said Sean passed by Friday morning." 


"Got it. I'll pass by this evening and see if he needs me to come over Monday or Tuesday. | have time." 
"Great, thanks a lot. | appreciate." 

Stone withheld a sigh. As annoying as Jerry could be sometimes, seeing how he cared and made sure Layne 
was okay made Stone a bit envious. He had friends but would any of them do the same for him if he were in 


Layne's position? 


It was a bit stupid to think about that. Of course Jeff would, and surely Eddie and Mike too. And now he was 
thinking about that, hopefully Jerry would too. 


"Yeah, well, you owe me one" 
"Add it to the list" Jerry laughed. 

"One day, the full bill will come” 

"Oh, am ready for the bill, Stone. Just come over with it." 


Stone wondered what Jerry actually meant, totally oblivious to the fact that Jerry was waiting for anything 
Stone would ask him to do. 


"Finishing lunch now, will head out to his place right after, okay?" 


"Sounds good, thanks again." 


"No worries, bye Jerry." 

"Bye, Stone.” 

Stone hung up and took the piece of paper on which he wrote Layne's address and got into his kitchen. He 
warmed up some soup and made himself a sandwich before going to change. Not that he needed to dress up 
but his old sweatpants and slept-in t-shirt were just for lazy Sundays at home. 


Stone put on a pair of jeans and a clean white t-shirt, with his old purple cardigan on top. 


It had been raining most of the day but at least it was dry now so walking to his car parked down the block 
did not get him soaked. 


Half an hour later, he parked in Layne's street. Now he was there, he did not recognize the street. There were 
new buildings in construction so probably that was why. 


He rang the bell and Layne buzzed him in without even asking who it was. This was not a modern building with 
a video system so there was no way he knew who had just arrived. Stone supposed Layne expected Sean to 
pass by again 

The door was ajar when he arrived on the right floor. Stone still knocked on it before walking in. That caught 
Layne's attention - Sean would not knock on the door before coming inside - so he walked back to the hallway 
to see who it was. 

"Stone?" 

"Hil" 

"What... are you doing here?" 

Layne didn't sound annoyed, just surprised. 

"I thought Jerry told you." 

"Nope." 

"He called me to pass by because Sean is sick" 


Layne seemed to think for a moment. 


"Okay... Makes sense. Also now makes sense why he didn't come today." 


Stone closed the door behind him and followed Layne who was already walking back to the living room. 


It was a small apartment so besides the small hallway, the rest was pretty much one large room, with a 


separate bedroom and bathroom. 

"Well, it's nice of you to come over." 

Stone shrugged and smiled. 

"No problem. We're all friends, right? Must be annoying not to be able to do everything by yourself" 
"Just another week, if | wanna believe the doctor. Then they take this thing off and | should be good" 
Stone nodded. 


He looked around the apartment. It was messy enough but not dirty. There was a pile of dishes on the sink, 


though. Stone wondered if that was the kind of stuff Layne needed help with. Before he could ask, Layne spoke. 
"So how's life? Haven't been out much since three weeks." 

Stone chuckled. 

"Same old, same old You haven't missed anything." 

"Sometimes | don't feel too social. And Jerry's away visiting family so it's less fun to go out anyway." 
Layne opened his fridge. 

"Want something to drink? Beer or ice tea?" 

"Am good, thanks." 

Layne took a can of beer for himself. 

'| prefer bottles but cans are easier with one hand" 

"Oh, | can do that.” 

"It's fine." 


"So about that, yeah.. Jerry said you might need some help with some stuff here so just tell me what | can 
do." 


Stone stood a few feet away from Layne, eyeing the pile of dishes by the sink. Layne noticed. 

"Maybe that, yep. | can help drying, just give me the stuff that doesn't break, if | let anything fall." 

Stone did most of the dishwashing while talking with Layne. They were friends, sure, but Stone did not think 
that they had ever been alone, just the two of them like this. Usually they would meet with everyone else, in 
a bar or at a concert or party somewhere. Layne was always fun to be around but they had never spent 
much time talking. 

Being around him at his place, for a totally different purpose, was different but not bad. Stone had never seen 
much of the calmer, quieter Layne but he liked it. The guy had a great sense of humor and was interesting to 
talk to. 

Since Stone was there, Layne's cat Sadie also got spoiled. She rushed to her bowl when she smelled wet food. 
Layne had given up on trying to open cans with one hand only, so today's dinner was a good change from her 


dry food diet of the last few days. 


They were quickly done with a bit more cleaning and preparing a few things for Layne to use for his breakfast 
or lunch the next day. 


"Right, so.. All good, | guess?" 


Layne nodded but quickly looked away as if he was trying to think of something more he might have needed 
but had forgotten. Or maybe something he didn't dare to ask. 


‘Layne 

"Yeah, thanks for everything, It's cool’ 

Kia 

Stone was definitely feeling like there was something more but Layne did not say it. 
"Im here so if you need anything else done, you can tell me, okay?" 

Layne gave Stone a half smile 

"Feels weird to ask" 


Stone tried to read Layne's face but did not manage. Okay, now he was a bit worried. All his fault, though, 


since he had been the one insisting Layne take advantage of his presence. 


Layne passed his functioning hand in his messy dreads and scratched the back of his head. 


"Kinda wanna wash my hair.” 

Stone stared at Layne. 

Okay... Huh...” 

Layne moved his injured wrist in front of Stone. 


"Cast cannot get wet, | don't have a shower, just a bathtub, and the shower head, you need to hold it in your 


hand, so its messy, since | have only one hand” 
"| see. So.. Sure. | can try to help. 

"If you can help with the water, | can wash the dreads. You don't have to do that" 

"| didn't mean | dont want to. | just don't know how you wash those" 

Layne looked over his shoulder as he was already heading to the bathroom with Stone in tow. 


"Just like regular hair. | don't wash my hair everyday but now it's been like.. A week almost. It's not dirty but 


my scalp is a bit itchy. Hope am not grossing you out." 
Stone dismissed the comment with a gesture and a polite smile. He didn't think that Layne's hair looked dirty. 


Layne grabbed a couple of towels while Stone took off his cardigan and was looking around, trying to figure out 
the logistics. 


"So, how are we doing this?" 

Layne had already asked Jerry for help with that the previous weeks so he knew how it would work. 
"I'll sit on the edge of the tub. It's going to be easier than if | stand" 

"Of course." 


Layne put the towels by the sink, which was just a feet away from the tub. He started to undo the few 
buttons of his shirt and took it off. Stone looked a bit surprised. 


"Don't want to get it wet. I'll take off my jeans too." 


Stone didn't say anything but tried not to look too closely at Layne undressing. At least his jeans were not 
skinny so he had no difficulty pushing them down with one hand only. No need for Stone to help for that part. 


The thought made Stone blush like a schoolgirl. It was ridiculous. Why would he need to be embarrassed to help 
a friend? Of course, he had not really thought helping Layne would mean being with him basically naked in the 


bathroom. 


As far as Layne was concerned, he didn't seem fazed about wearing nothing but his baby blue boxers in front 


of Stone. 


That was an interesting color choice for underwear, Stone thought. One he would not have really picked if he 


had to guess what Layne would be wearing under his jeans. 

Layne caught Stone trying not to stare and doing a pretty poor job of it. 

Like what you see, Gossard?" 

Stone turned a darker shade of pink and looked away at the bathtub. 

"| wasn't staring. You're just there. Hard not to see." 

"Relax, | was joking..." 

Stone had always been irrationally paranoid about his attraction to guys. By now, everyone among his friends 
knew he was gay. Nobody made fun of him for that. He was not the only one. So why was he still so touchy 
about it? Not to mention that Layne was dating women only, right? Still some guys didn't like it when other 
guys were checking them out. 

‘Its okay. | didn't mean to stare.. If | did." 

Layne laughed it off, clearly unbothered whether Stone had or not checked him out. He sat on the edge of the 
tub and grabbed the shampoo bottle from the shelf nearby. He gave Stone the shower head as he turned on 
the water. 


"Wait a bit. Hot water's slow to come up all the way to this floor.” 


Stone kept the shower head away and checked the temperature a few times. Layne put his hand under the 


spray after what he considered was the usual time it took to warm up. 
"Good enough. Get me wet," he said as winked at Stone. 
Stone rolled his eyes at the lame joke and proceeded, aiming the spray towards the back wall, and holding the 


shower head over the top of Layne's forehead. Layne was leaning back, holding the edge of the tub with his 


good hand. It wasn't comfortable or practical but it would do since it was just for a short moment. 


At least this way, Layne could not see Stone having an eyeful of his throat and chest, and everything else. 
Once he thought this was enough, Layne pushed the shower head away and Stone turned it off. Layne 
guestimated the right amount of shampoo to pour on top of his head directly and started massaging it in his 
hair. 

Stone had taken a step away as he was not needed for that part. He was leaning back against the sink vanity. 
He had to make some kind of small talk, to prevent himself from staring and having mental images he should 
not creep up inside his head. 


"Where did the dreads idea come from anyway?" 


Stone didn't recall since when Layne had had them but it was a few months and it had been a bit out of 


nowhere. 


"Some late night nonsense conversation with the guys. Next day | was sitting in one of Sean's girlfriends’ 
bedroom getting my hair done for fun. Looked cool so | kept it” 


"Oh, okay," 

"Why is it only girls that can do different things with their hair, right?" 

"Sure." 

Stone glanced at himself in the large mirror above the sink. His hair was as natural and plain as could be and 
frankly speaking, he had never thought about doing anything different with it, except letting it grow longer 
because it was the look they were all going for. 


"You have real nice long hair. Like Jerry." 


Stone looked away from his reflection when he heard Layne's words. Now Layne caught him staring at himself. 


Great. He probably thought he was so awkward and strange. 


Layne didn't comment further, fortunately. He was too busy trying to reach the right side of his head with his 


left hand to scratch his scalp and massage the shampoo. It seemed a tad awkward. 
"Need a hand? Literally?" 
"Haha. You don't mind?" 


"lf | asked." 


Stone preferred to be busy doing something to help instead of standing there and not knowing where, what or 
who to look at. 


Stone came closer and started to help with the hair washing on the side Layne had trouble reaching. He used 
his two hands so that was easier and he could make sure the shampoo was going everywhere. Good idea he 
had decided to wear short sleeves. 

Layne closed his eyes and sighed. 

"Fuck, feels good." 

Stone paused for a second. 

"Come on, it's nice. You're good at this, don't hold back on the head scratches." 

Stone shook his head. 

"Now | know how Sadie feels when she gets head pets and scritches. No wonder she purrs like an engine." 

"She probably wouldn't like it if her head was wet" 

Stone tried to think about the cat as he continued to thread his fingers into Layne's hair. It felt different than 
washing one's hair, and he strangely was enjoying it a bit too much, especially the comment Layne made about 


cat purring. It was a good thing humans could not purr. Too sexy. 


Shit, what am | thinking about now? Stone cringed at his own thoughts. He cleared his throat and removed his 
hands abruptly. 


“Alright, | think we can rinse now." 


Layne almost protested since he could have easily gone with another IO minutes of scalp massage but Stone 


had already stopped and turned on the shower to get his hands clean 


They repeated the earlier routine to wash off the product. That time Stone used his free hand to help squeeze 
water out of the dreads. With his and Layne's hand, at least there were two doing the job and it didn't take too 


long. 
Layne blindly reached for the towel when they were done since he had some water over his face. He turned 
around and got the bottle of conditioner. Stone helped again to make sure the product was spread on both 


sides of his head but there was no need for massaging it in. 


"| usually leave it for a few minutes but we can rinse and..." 


"Five minutes won't make a difference. | can wait," Stone replied after he dried his hands. "How do you do for 


everyday washing? You take a bath?" 
Layne nodded. 
"Yeah, a bath is easier, or if | feel lazy, | use a washcloth and the sink Quick and easy." 


Stone's mind wandered to old memories of bathing troubles he decided to share with Layne because silence 


with a partially wet and naked Layne was not something he was coping with well apparently. 


‘| remember that time | went camping with my cousins and it was four days and there was only the river if 


you wanted to clean and it was so frigging cold.. | chose not to bathe at all. 
‘Four days?," Layne repeated as he cocked an eyebrow. 
"Yeah, gross, | know. But we were 13 and 14. Everything was gross back then anyway." 


Layne laughed at that. Stone did seem like the type of guy who liked his home comfort and would not do well 


camping in nature. 


Layne got up and stretched a bit. Sitting on the edge of the bathtub was not the most comfortable for a 
longer period of time. As he did so, Stone could not help but watch him move. He was graceful as a cat. They 
were probably the same height and same weight. Layne was slim and had a bit of muscle. He also had a rice 
patch of chest hair and a happy trail going down his body. Exactly the kind of body Stone would fantasize 


about when he was alone in bed... 


Was it the first time he was seeing Layne's body? He had gone to many of their gigs and it was not unusual 
they would end up shirtless on stage. Of course, during a concert, and surrounded by other people and music.. 
And distracted by Jerry on stage.. Stone had probably never given Layne a good look, but damn he was a real 


fine looking man. 

It didn't help that Stone had not gotten laid since a bit. Being shy and picky and always surrounded by the same 
group of people was not conducive to a lot of hook-up or potential dates. Why couldn't he find a cool and good 
looking guy like Layne? And end up having to help him wash his hair so half of the awkward approaching work 


would already be done? 
Layne walked back to the edge of the tub after he looked for something in a cabinet. 
"Let's finish so | can set you free," he said to Stone with a smile as he handed him the shower head again. 


Stone snapped out of his daydreaming. 


Stone and Layne began to rinse the conditioner. At some point, as he maneuvered around Layne, Stone's foot 
slid on the wet floor and the shower head escaped him as he caught himself not to fall. The shower head 
ended up spraying Stone in the face and all over his body. Layne started laughing and got up from his spot, 
trying to help but not managing since Stone was in the way, battling with the shower head and the faucet to 
turn off the water. 

"Shitlll" Stone yelled as the water had been turned off. 

Layne was still laughing. 

‘Its not funny!” 

Stone was soaked from head to toe. 


"IFs just water," Layne reassured him. 


He looked down to see the state of the bathroom floor. There would need to be some serious mopping to 


absorb all this water. 

"This is.. Shit, l'm soaked," Stone continued as he shook his arms and pushed wet hair out of his face. 

"| can see that. Good news is | think you would do pretty good at wet tshirt contests. 

Stone gave Layne a murderous look He took the towel Layne handed over to him as a peace offering. Layne 
used the other one to pat his hair dry. To be fair he felt a bit bad for Stone who had been kind enough to 
help him. Jerry would have laughed this off Stone was not Jerry, obviously. 

"Take them off and get dry. | can lend you a pair of jeans and a shirt" 

Stone mumbled something and looked up. 

"You don't need fo lend me clothes. We can put these in the dryer, it won't take long," he replied 

Layne tilted his head and smiled 


"Probably, but | don't have a dryer." 


Stone pinched his lips together, not to say anything nasty. It was not Layne's fault he did not have a dryer or 
that he had been clumsy with the shower. Still, Stone was annoyed, and wet. 


"Fuck, am sorry for the mess. I'll clean this." 


Layne threw the towel he had been using on his hair and body since he had been sprayed a bit in the process 
too. He also threw on the wet floor a larger towel that was hanging from the back of the door. 


"Put a few towels on the floor. They'll get most of the water and I'll put them in the wash after." 

Stone sighed but did the same with the towel he used, then with the second one he needed. There was actually 
no point in patting himself dry since his clothes were wet and he was still wearing them. At this point, he was 
so annoyed he started to take his clothes off without paying attention to Layne who was checking if his own 
clothes were still dry. Obviously not since he had left them on the floor when he had undressed. 


Stone took his t-shirt off and kicked off his sneakers before removing his jeans and socks. Layne handed Stone 


one more towel. 
"This is the last dry one," he chuckled. ‘Next we need to use kitchen towels." 

Layne's eyes wandered down Stone's body, not really focusing on the fact that his underwear were wet too 
but rather that there was a nice bulge showing, Layne was way less shy about having Stone see he was 
checking him out, which made Stone turn a new shade of dark pink when he noticed 

Layne couldn't resist making a comment: 

"Seems like you had fun helping me out, at least" 

Stone didn't know what was worse, Layne's comment or his totally out of place state of arousal 

‘Im... Sorry. Its not.” 


Words were failing him, which was a bit unusual considering his city-wide famous smart mouth. 


Unexpectedly, Layne took a couple of steps towards Stone. He took away the last towel that Stone was using to 


cover his crotch. 


‘lm sorry this turned into such a mess but am very grateful you came over and you helped. Now | think 


maybe it's my turn to help.’ 


Stone failed to understand what Layne meant, till he felt a warm hand, the one with no cast, stroke him over 


his underwear. 
Stone swallowed with difficulty, unsure whether this was a joke. 
"What do you say? 


"|. Huh... I'm... Not sure... l.. You..2" 


Layne's eyes sparkled with something Stone didn't think he would ever see in them. 


| know with Demi and others.. Seems like am only into girls but am an equal opportunity kinda of guy... And 
you're pretty cute, Gossard. 


Stone's eyes grew wide. 

"You're..." 

Layne's hand continued to stroke Stone's erection over the damp fabric of his underwear. 
"im what?" 


Stone was not sure what to say but his body knew. His hips bucked into Layne's touch, clearly inviting more 
touching. 


Layne chuckled at the involuntary but positive response he got out of the guitarist. 
Let's go somewhere less slippery.” 


Layne led a dumbfounded but willing Stone to his bedroom. Layne sat down at the end of the bed, looking up at 


Stone who was standing before him 

"Say something, Stone. 

"You're... Going to do this for real?" 

Layne smiled 

"Well. If by ‘this’ you mean blowing you, yep, unless you tell me you don't want me fo." 


Stone wished he had the assurance to say ‘yes please, go ahead with a certain level of coolness in his voice. 


He barely managed to squeak out an ‘okay’ as he nodded. 


Layne started to push Stone's underwear down and pulled out his hard cock. He glanced up at Stone once more 


before moving his head down and taking him in his mouth. 


Stone swallowed with difficulty, focusing on the sensations from Layne's hot mouth and tongue on him while 
trying to remain standing despite the shivers crawling up his legs and thighs. 


"Layne... Fuuuck..." 


Layne simply hummed around Stone's cock, taking him deeper and eliciting approving groans and moans from 


the guitarist. 


Layne only had his left hand available to help but he was pretty good with it, getting Stone too close to the 


edge embarrassingly fast 

"L-layne.. m.. So close... Gorna." 

Layne gave Stone a look and let his cock pop out of his mouth. He kept jerking him off 

"Go ahead.. Spill that cum down my throat, Gossard! 

Stone opened his mouth but no sound or words came out of it. He just watched Layne take him back in his 
mouth and sucking him harder. The next thing he knew, he was shooting his load, one hand tangled in Layne's 
hair, the other covering his own mouth to muffle his louder moans. 

Layne pulled back and grinned, leaving Stone a panting and blushing mess. 

"Looks like you enjoyed that even more than washing my hair.” 

"|. need to sit down’ 


Stone sat right next to Layne, looking blissfully confused. 


‘Is been a while since I've had.. You know? That's why it was so quick,’ Stone felt like he needed to explain 
himself. 


"That's cool. Dont worry." 

Layne let himself fall on the bed, closing his eyes and sighing. He let his good hand travel down his body, past 
his belly button. He didn't say anything but when Stone finally turned his head around to look at him, he saw 
Layne's fingers moving up and down his happy trail. 

"Move up the bed," Stone said out of the blue, his voice a bit raspy. 

Layne opened his eyes and turned his head to look at Stone. 

"What?" 


Stone licked his lips and scooted closer. 


"| can do it for you too." 


Layne chuckled. 

"You don't have to." 

"| want To." 

Stone blushed at how quickly the protest came out, a little too eager, which made Layne grin. Okay, that did 
sound like Stone actually wanted it, not that he felt like he had to reciprocate, because Stone was the polite 
guy who was probably feeling like he had to sometimes. 

If you want to.. Then sure, not gonna say no." 


Layne slid his way up the bed so Stone could move as well and they were both on the bed. 


Stone's next move confused Layne. He didn't go for his underwear, to take them off. Instead, he lowered 


himself and started to caress and kiss his torso. 
Perhaps Stone felt Layne's curious gaze on him. He stopped and looked up, his cheeks totally flushed once more. 
"Huh... Is it okay? | like to.. Touch and kiss and.. all that.. before the blow job." 


Layne had not expected that kind of attention but he didn't mind it, certainly not with the hungry way Stone 


was looking at him. 

"Yeah, it's more than okay." 

Layne watched Stone's face relax. 

"So you were really checking me out earlier, huh?" 

Stone nodded, 

"Sorry! 

Layne laughed. 

"You're not even sorry, Gossard, and that's fine with me." 


Layne moved his injured arm over his head so it was out of the way and let Stone continue what he had 


started. 


Layne closed his eyes and sighed happily. His good hand landed on the back of Stone's head, giving him 
encouraging pets and guiding him to his preferred spots. Now if only he could find a nice way to tell Sean and 


Jerry he would not need either of them to check on him anymore and have Stone help instead.. Even if only 


for that last week he had to keep his cast on.. 


